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	1. Chapter 1

_Author's notes: This is the AU that you all voted on! I'll be holding more polls for you guys to vote in the future as I continue on with writing stories. It won't happen until I finish with Brawler's Den though. I can only hold my interest on so many different stories at once and I don't want to over exert myself on trying to keep everyone satisfied by updating a bunch of stories. This story, again, will be focused more on Bumblebee than Whiterose. I also want to give credit to the story **World of strays by Enderkiller77. **Their story kind of inspired this story. So if you guys see similarities between these two stories then you know why now. So! Without further a due! I give to you guys, the AU you all wanted to come true! Welcome to a world where the Faunas are slaves!_

**Description – With the human-Faunas war over. Everything seemed like it was going to be okay. An era of peace. At least, that's what it seemed for the Humans. For the Faunas, it was a completely different story. Taken as prisons after the war, the Humans put collars on them and started to sell them off to other Humans as Slaves. Or as they like to call them, animals. One of these Faunas', Blake Belladonna, was at the top of the slave market. Jumping from owner to owner. No human ever able to handle her. That was until a certain Blonde Huntress sees her.**

* * *

><p>"<em>BLAKE!" she looked back to see her friends getting cornered by the humans. She wanted nothing more than to jump in there and save them, but then a red-haired man appeared in front of her vision, stopping her before she could go to save them all. "Blake! You need to run! Get out of here!" He turned his back to her, quickly fighting off some of the humans.<em>

"_Adam! I can help!" She yells back at him, pulling Gambol shroud out from where she has it holstered on her back._

"_No!" He screams back at her, "You have to escape! Worn all the others! Go! NOW!"_

_She hesitantly took a step back. Adam... he wanted her to leave him, to leave all her friends behind. How could she? But she did. She ran away from the fight. Heading to the other camps of the White Fang to worn all the others. Their position has been found. They were surrounded. There was no way that any of them was going to be making it out of this. _

_She let herself take one last look at everyone she was leaving behind. Flames engulfing their camp. Adam? Where was he? Then her eyes did fall upon him. His body, laying limp-less on the ground with several humans surrounding him. Her eyes widen at the realization of the situation. Adam, her love, was dead. Body covered in blood. She returned her gaze forward, tears streaming down her face. _

_Then there was a flash of gold, it engulfed her vision. Strong arms grabbed hold of her. The only think she could think was that it was all over._

* * *

><p>Blake jolted up in her floor mattress. Sweat pouring off of her. Once again she had relived that dreadful day. She lets out a heavy breath and looks around the gigantic room she was in. Bodies of other Faunas' are laying there, sleeping together. Some of them had huddled together for warmth. Blake slowly lays back down and stares at the stone ceiling. The room is pitch black, no windows to give some sort of light. There was no telling if it really was night time or if it was day time outside. The only time they knew anything was when a slave trader came in to take one of them.<p>

That's right. Blake Belladonna, top ranking official in the White Fang, was now nothing more than a slave to the human race. After that day that their camp was found and attacked, many Faunas were captured to become slaves. It was, as the humans put it, the best way to keep these _animals_ under control.

The Faunas lets out a sigh. This wasn't the first slave camp she has been at. She was famous as a slave. Many wanted her, just so they could show that they had someone that was extremely special to the White Fang, working under them. Blake hated every single human that she has come into contact with. Eventually, her owners couldn't take her bad attitude, endless mind games, and constant misbehavior anymore and she would once again find herself in a slave camp.

Blake never talked to any of her brethren. Afraid to loose anyone ever again, she kept herself distant. They all knew who she was and they all looked up to her. Some even felt pity. It was no secret that Blake and Adam were an item back in their glorious days. Adam being the leader of the White Fang, and she his general. The loss of Adam struck a chord deep within the members so they all could only barely taste the sadness and turmoil Blake was probably in.

Though, it has been years since then. She still felt the sadness but now she mostly felt hollow inside. Nothing mattered anymore to her.

Her cat ears twitch to the sound of footsteps and she was aware that some of the other Faunas' had awoken to the sound of them as well. Some even started to coward in on themselves, hoping that if they formed enough into a ball that they wouldn't see them. Suddenly the door was thrown open, light beaming in and temporarily blinding them all as their eyes adjusted to the light.

Five different humans walked in, one staying at the door to make sure no one tries to escape, scanning the room for the one they were going to take. Her eyes met with one of them and she knew. They had come for her. Sighing she stood up as they approached her. Yet another human for her to terrorize until they decide they can't handle her anymore.

They led her out of the room and down the hallway. She couldn't hear her brethren low whispers of good luck anymore now. Finally they came to another door, which led them all into a room that looked like an office. This Slave camp was certainly more business like than the other ones she had been at. It was then she noticed that, instead of five guards, they had broken off to have only one escort her into the room. She could only guess that it was for show. Didn't want the customer to think that the slave they just bought was dangerous.

Her eyes fixated on the Blonde woman standing at the counter. A smile on her face as she was talking to the guy behind it. She was leaning up against it, making her breast pop out a bit more and Blake watched as that smile turned into a flirtatious grin. If that was Blake's new master she knew that things would at least be interesting.

The Blonde was wearing a long brown trench coat that covered up her short shorts. Her crop-top was currently on full display. A bright yellow color with an emblem of a heart on fire right over her own heart. Her hands are covered with a finger-less gloves. And that is what brought Blake to stare at her right hand. It was hard to miss the fact that her right fingers, were indeed, metal. To finish it off, the Blonde wore knee high, brown, combat boots.

As if she had said her thought out loud, the woman turned her gaze towards Blake. Slowly she moved back form the counter – Blake barely noticed the disappointed look on the males face – as she looked Blake up and down. Oh yeah, this definitely was her new master, if the Blonde would still take her after her inspection.

What surprised Blake the most was that the woman only looked at her, she didn't even come up to see if she had enough muscle to do anything. Just one simple look and she was paying the guy behind the counter. She motioned for Blake to follow her and that's exactly what the Faunas did. She wasn't used to just following her master out, but she understood why she was allowed to when her cat ears picked up what the guard was saying.

"That's Yang Xiao Long right? One of the Huntress' from that famous team RWBY? Man, I would feel bad for that cat if it wasn't for the fact that she probably deserves this."

Would being the slave or such a well known person be so bad? She isn't going to be running away from her on their walk... Blake pauses and stares at the motorcycle that the Blonde was now getting herself situated on. _'OH HELL NO!' _ Blake screams in her mind as she watches the Blonde wave her over. This 'Yang' person really knew how to draw the Faunas out of her comfort zone.

"Um... I guess, if you are just going to stand there, I could just order you to get on the bike." She says. The look of discomfort clear on her face. It was then that it occurred to Blake that the huntress really didn't know what she was doing with a slave. It was obvious that Yang has never had a slave before, even within the few minutes that the Faunas has been in her presence.

Deciding to have some mercy on her completely clueless master, she climbed on behind her and wrapped her arms around that blonde's waist, already clinging on for dear life. Her cat ears registering a low chuckle coming from the well-toned woman in front of her. Yes, Blake knew that she was extremely well-toned. She may have let her fingers glide across her ab muscles a bit when she wrapped her arms around her.

Then they were off. Blake was right on clinging on for her life.

* * *

><p>It all but took ten minutes after arrive at a wood cabin, for Yang to have shown Blake her new bedroom. A small bed in the corner with a washing area just across from it. All in one room. At least it was a lot better than what she was used to. But it was still pretty crappy.<p>

It was obvious that the huntress had no plans on coming back for the night. After all, Blake had heard the woman stomp her way upstairs to her own bedroom, which was evidently located right above her own.

Blake lets out a sigh as she sits down on her bed. This was just going to be another failure. One she plans on making fast. The thought of being in a house with a huntress or huntsmen sickens her to her stomach.

After all, they were the ones that killed Adam.

* * *

><p><em>Author's note: Alright. The first chapter of the Slave AU you all wanted. It's out a bit earlier than I had originally planned. Only by a few hours but I couldn't help it. I was getting extremely impatient with waiting. I hope you guys enjoyed it. The chapters will end up being longer eventually. Please leave a review! And I'll see you next time!<em>


	2. Chapter 2

_Author's note: I want to answer a question about the B in team RWBY. It's an OC of mine. I don't like to insert my OC's in my stories because it bothers me. But regarding this story, I didn't want to put a character from JNPR into the team because then I'd be short a person for them. Their name is Baron. I'll only be mentioning him in my story a couple of times. I won't ever make him show up, unless you guys really want me to. I try to stay away from OC insertions. _

_Another thing I want to discuss with you guys. It seems I didn't imply it enough. Which I'm pretty sure if I re-read my first chapter I would have fixed it, but the reason why Blake was able to walk out the doors without chains, guards or anything to keep her from running, was the fact that Yang was a well known huntress. The guards could see that if Blake tried to run Yang would be sure to stop her. And Blake, after hearing that from the guards, Decided against any thoughts of running. _

_Any other questions that have been asked and I haven't answered is because they will be explained as the story continues. I hope you all find some enlightenment in these explanations. And I hope that you all enjoy this next chapter!_

* * *

><p>Blake awoke early in the morning. The small little window in her room, letting her know that it was just the beginnings of dawn. She sits up in her bed, stretching out her limbs and looks around. <em>'That's right. Some Huntress bought me yesterday.'<em> Blake stands up and walks over to her small wash area. She picks up a bar of soap and looks over at the shampoo and conditioner that was conveniently left for her to use. _'This master is a nicer than the others I have experienced.' _

The Faunas washes up and starts to re-make her bed. Without her master coming to give her orders, she wasn't allowed to leave the room. It would result in punishment should she attempt to leave. Blake wasn't fond of the rules, but she also played the role of a good slave until at least two months time with the human. Most humans tend to reward good behavior, but only to an extent. Blake wanted to know how much she could get out of the huntress before she grew bored of her.

She didn't know how long she waited in her room for. It seemed like ages before a familiar set of footsteps could be heard from the room above her own. Blake's cat ears twitch and flicker at every sound that they picked up from the woman above her. The sound of water running indicated that the huntress was taking a shower.

A jolt of jealousy shot through the Faunas' nerves and her hands clenched up into fists. Blake missed the feel of hot water cascading down her body. The feel of actually getting clean and now she had to listen to this human girl take one. The beginnings of anger slowly start to make it's way up to the forefront of Blake's mind. The Faunas closes her eyes and takes a beep breath and slowly lets it back out.

_'Breath in, breath out.'_ Blake repeats to herself until she finally was able to look like her normal expressionless self again. Her ears flick up as they hear the door to her masters room open and then close. Blake had been so caught up in her own anger and jealousy that she completely missed out on the rest of the woman's morning routine.

Blake half expected the huntress to barge right into her room, instead – much to her amazement – A soft knock came through the door. The faunas had no idea what the hell was going on. So, she decided to play the master role for this part. "Come in."

The Blonde huntress didn't really come in. She just opened the door and then leaned up against the door frame. Her lilac gaze studying Blake. It almost seemed like she could see right through her. That's when Blake noticed the uncertainty in her eyes. Once again Blake got the feeling that this woman had no idea what she was supposed to do with Blake.

Then she finally spoke. "I need you to clean the house. At your own pace, of course. I have a hunt I have to attend to."

Blake tilts her head at the girl. Yang, she recalls hearing her name from one of the guards yesterday. "of course, mistress." Blake replies, taking a silent note at the way Yang looked uncomfortable after hearing the title that Blake used on her. The Faunas, now just assume that the huntress had bought her just to fit in with her peers, decided that she wold have some fun. "And how would you like me to clean the house? With my hands and some dish soap? It won't be very effect but I'd be willing to give it a shot." The sarcasm just rolling of her tongue like whip rolls out to straighten as it uncoils to collide with bare flesh.

The huntress was physically taken aback by the Faunas' comment. Obviously not expecting Blake to talk to her like that. Her eyes narrow a little before lightening up again. "Follow me."

She did not have to ask twice. Blake was getting tired of that room. A new scenery was going to be nice, maybe it would look less like a prison. And she was right. Everything was was so bright, so normal. The hard wood floors, to the way that the Blonde had decorated the house. Everything seemed so, relaxing. Like it was made to make a person calm down and not let emotions get the best of them.

Yang had lead the Faunas to a closet next to the kitchen where she keeps all the cleaning supplies. Again, it surprised Blake how much cleaning supplies the woman had. As if she was reading Blake's mind, Yang answers her unspoken question. "I'm normally the only one in this house, so I had to keep it clean myself. I like being prepared for anything." She shrugs, "Whatever you think you'll need to clean something, it should be in this closet. If it isn't then I'll go get it for you next time I'm in town. Just let me know." Blake watched as Yang's steady gaze slid over to the oven and the time. She lets out a sigh, "I have to go now. I'll be back in a few hours. Help yourself to anything in the kitchen for lunch. Just try not to go overboard. Alright?" Without so much of an answer from Blake, the Blonde walks to the front door, grabbing her trench cost off from the Jacket hanger, she walks out the front door leaving the Faunas alone in the house.

Blake was Alone. She was never, EVER, left alone in any of the houses before. There was always supposed to be someone here to keep an eye on her. Just in case she got the guts to run for it. The thought crosses her mind. With the huntress gone, she could probably put quite a distance before she was getting hunted down by her or the slave hunters. Though without aura she wouldn't get very far.

She lets out a sigh and starts to grab what she thinks she'll need for the time being. _'Might as well begin.'_

* * *

><p><em>Blake was trapped inside a rectangular cage, surrounded by dozens of humans – much to her distress – who are holding up wads of cash and yelling on the top of their lungs. There was a few other humans dressed up more like bodyguards, making sure that non of the others would get to close to the cage. <em>

_Anger, despair, sadness, and anxiety. That was what the Faunas was feeling all at once. The anger winning over all of them, she lashed out at one of the guards. Her nails scratching his cheek. The sound of him yelping in pain caused the crowd to stop. A small smile forming it's way on her lips. Then there was a sharp pain on the back of her head and the world went swimming._

_When her vision came back, she was chained up against a wall, her upper body on complete display for all those worthless humans to see. She would have felt exposed and embarrassed if it wasn't for all the looks of anger and disgust on their faces. Blake stared back at them with a cold, dead stare. Her cat ears reacted to the sound of leather hitting the floor behind her and she knew. _

_She knew before the first strike slid across her back and her face contorted in pain. Yet she still did not give any of them the satisfaction of crying out. She was a proud member of the White Fang! The right hand to the leader! She would not let these humans see any weakness come from her. _

_Another swish, another smack to her back and she felt the water in her eyes start to build up. Blake swallowed them back, she would not show any of them weakness. _

_Again, there was a swish, a smack. And Again. And again. _

_At some point her head had hung down as she stared at the floor. Pain radiating through her back. Once in awhile her muscles would twitch involuntary, causing another rush of pain. Her ears flickered at the sound of one of the humans talking. "Ha! Not so tough now, aren't ya, you stupid animal."_

_Blake slowly lifted her head and stared out into the crowd with the same look she had given them before the whip made contact. There was no tears. No signs of her being in pain, despite the pain through her back. Her eyes made contact with the one who had said that. And she felt her give him the most sadistic evil smile she could muster. She watched as all the humans took a step back in fear. Trying to distance themselves from the monster that was chained in front of them._

_Again, her ears flickered at the sound of the whip hitting the floor before it was lifted up again. This time, the man who was in control of the damned device spoke. "Looks like the kitty needs another lesson." her eyes settled back out into the crowd where she say a flash of gold*. Her eyes widen at the familiarity and she opens her mouth to scream out to it, but just then the whip made contact with her back again._

* * *

><p>Blake slowly opens her eyes. She saw the ceiling fan of the living room first. Then her other senses came into play. She lets out a yawn as she sits up from the couch. The last thing she remembered was that it had hit noon. She had cleaned most of the house and the living room was all that was left, but then she felt the nice heat radiating from the sun that was coming in from windows and she suddenly felt sleepy. The Faunas must have decided to take a nap on the couch.<p>

She covers her eyes with her hands and lets a sigh slip from her mouth. Again she dreamed of that gold menace. The thing that had condemned her life to this. She hadn't had dreams like this in years. The Faunas had thought that she had gotten over it, but with the return of the events from her pass, the return of the one thing that haunts her, told her that she was far from over it.

She grits her teeth in anger, about to just let it explode, until she smells a nice scent coming from the kitchen. It wafted through the house. Food. Her stomach growled and she looked up at this hand clock up on the wall behind the couch. Her eyes widen when she sees that it is now five o'clock in the afternoon. The huntress should be back by now and she had fallen asleep on the job!

Blake springs up from the couch and dashes into the kitchen. Her fears are confirmed when she sees the beautiful gold mane of her current master, standing behind the stove with a skillet bot cooking some food. In the back of her mind she had noticed the Blonde had made enough food for two people. Right now she is more worried about what her master was going to do to her.

The Huntress didn't even turn around to the presence of the girl. "Hello there sleeping beauty!" Her voice is high and chipper. Happy even though Blake was sleeping on her couch. "Did you have a nice cat nap?" And the huntress giggled to herself. "Sorry, I couldn't resist."

Blake's ears twitch and she frowned. _'Was that... Was that a pun?'_ she thinks to herself. The Faunas shakes her head, "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to fall asleep. I'll finish cleaning the house immediately."

That made the Blonde stop and look at Blake. Her eyebrows raised in surprise. "The house is cleaned. Actually really clean." She rubs the back of her head and gives Blake a million-watt smile, "It's almost TOO clean if I was being honest with you. What did you do, get on your hands and knees and just start scrubbing everything like Cinderella?"

Blake blinks slowly at her, giving the woman her dead-span stare. "That is what you asked for. You said to clean the house."

The Huntress' mouth hung open for a few moments before she collected herself and turned back tot he food she was making. "I didn't mean to go over board with it." She mumbles, probably thinking that Blake couldn't hear her but her cat ears helped her out with that. "A simple dusting would have been enough to make me happy." She continues to mumble. Then the Blonde turns off the stove, searching the cabinets for some plates. Blake noticed how unorganized the kitchen is and she suddenly really wanted to fix that.

After she had found some plates for the both of them she serves Blake some stir fry. It wasn't much but her stomach isn't one to be picky at the moment, so without Yang having to tell her to eat, Blake sits down at the table and digs in. At the back of her mind she knew that she looks like a pig scarfing down the food, but she just doesn't care.

The Blonde decides to sit across from her and slowly eats her own food as she watches Blake curiously. "They... Didn't feed you much?"

The Faunas pauses in devouring her food and looks straight into those curious lilac eyes. Something about those eyes seemed really familiar but she couldn't place it. "No." One word. She isn't inclined to give a full explanation about those slave camps. Nor did she really want to.

The woman hums in understanding, taking a bite of her food. "So, What is your name?"

Blake's head tilts to the side, which causes the Blonde to quickly look away from her. Did she see a hint of red on the Huntress' cheeks? No, it was just her imagination. "You should know my name. They wouldn't just give you a random slave. Even if they did, they wouldn't have given me to you. I'm a very specific... Faunas."

"Yeah, I know. But maybe I just want to hear you say your name. Like a real introduction." The Blonde looks straight at her. Again, Blake feels some anger returning to her. This isn't how humans are supposed to act towards her kind. They are supposed to be degrading. She was supposed to beat her for falling asleep while she was supposed to be cleaning the house. This... This Blonde demon was doing everything wrong!

Blake swallows her anger, "Blake Belladonna."

The Huntress smiles at her, "Yang Xiao Long."

"I know."

Yang's eyebrows shoot up, "You know?"

"I over heard one of the guards talking about you when we were leaving. I was curious on why they weren't helping escort me back to your place." Blake shrugs.

That is when Yang's gaze fixes on her cat ears. "Oh." It would seem that she completely forgot about them. What is wrong with this human?

Having finished with her food, Blake stands up from the table, grabbing her plate and placing it in the sink. "If you'll excuse me, I would like to finish the order you gave me this morning."

Yang looks as if she wants to say something but just nods her head and continues to eat. It seems like she finally remembers exactly where their social status is at. Blake turns and walks back into the living room, bent on getting this done and then she was going to organize that damn Kitchen.

* * *

><p><em>Author's note: Okay, I may or may not really like this idea. And I may or may not already have some of these chapters already written. I'm going to be updating Brawler's Den next though, so be prepared for that. I hope you all enjoyed this chapter! Leave a review and I'll see you guys next time!<em>

_* ← I had forgotten to mention the gold flashes and stuff in the first chapter. It very significant in my story. I went back and added it in the first chapter. I just wanted you guys to know. _


	3. Chapter 3

_Author's note: Um, This isn't late? It's just.. Yeah... No... This is so late and I am so sorry. I'm trying my best to juggle work and stories. I'll keep this up for you guys though. I got this! WOO! Alright, Here is the next chapter. Enjoy!_

* * *

><p>"<em>Yang!" <em>

_At the sound of her name, the Blonde opened her eyes. The sky. She can see the sky. A flash of red to her right causes the huntress to look over. She wasn't surprised to see her little sister right there beside her. What did surprise her though was the tears flowing down her cheeks, the concern in the girls silver eyes had Yang blinking again. What had happened?_

_And then it hit. The numbing sensation gone as the pain radiated from her right arm all the way up to her collar bone. _'It burns!'_ She thinks as her eyes widen from the pain and she slowly lifts her left hand to hold her right but there was nothing there for her to grab, that was until Ruby grabbed onto her hand in a frantic grasp._

"_Yang! It's okay! Everything is going to be okay!" The girl sobbed out, still clutching Yang's left hand._

"_Rubes..." Yang whispers, "Stop crying..." she manages a weak smile which only causes Ruby to cry harder._

_She hears someone calling out to Ruby, The small girl turning to face where the noise is coming from, "Weiss!" She basically screams, "Get the medics over here!" Ruby turns back to Yang, "Hey, Weiss is getting the Medics and Baron is getting rid of the rest of the White Fang members that invaded. Everything is going to be alright."_

_Yang tries to chuckle but it comes out as a cough and a deep breath. "That sounds like everyone." She manages a smile, "Go team RWBY!"_

_Ruby manages to let out a laugh before a sob replaces it. "Go team RWBY!" She repeats after Yang. _

_Finally Yang gives into that pull she has been feeling for awhile and lets sleep over take her, but not before she sees a flash of a Raven like color go across her vision._

* * *

><p>Yang jolts up in bed, her breath coming heavily. She wipes her left hand down her face and takes in a deep breath to try and calm her heart rate. It's been years since she has ever had a dream about that day. It wasn't something she liked to remember. Her baby sister crying, Weiss basically screaming for medics to do something, and Baron was taking out whatever enemies were left.<p>

On that day, Yang felt the most useless. She had taken a direct hit from the leader of the White Fang to protect Ruby. She didn't expect it to cut straight through her aura and – in doing so – lose her right arm. She lifts up the offending arm and look at the Atlas work that Weiss was very generous in buying her. It took Yang a few months to snap out of her depression. Even with the ice queen's offers to get her a robotic arm early on, Yang was still depressed.

Losing an arm would do that to you. Yang sighs and examines the arm more closely. It was a nice black color swirled with Yellow. The metal itself traveled all the way up her arm, almost to her collar bone. The attack didn't necessarily do that much damage to her, but the doctors suggested this be the best solution. It was easier to attach because the bolts had a more stable place to connect. All she had to do was consent to surgery to remove the top half of her arm. It took the heiress forever to convince the Blonde into doing such a thing. Of course, Ruby had helped with convincing her sister into it.

Though it wasn't the arm that bothered her the most. It was that Raven color that always came back to haunt her. That was one of the main reasons she had picked Black as the color of her arm. Everyone expected her to say Yellow or something more flashy, but Yang didn't want attention to be drawn to it. So she chose the color that she couldn't seem to get out of her mind.

She hears clatter from downstairs and instantly her muscles tense. Yang jumps from her bed, grabbing Ember Celcia from the side table and rushes down stairs. Another clatter says that whoever the culprit was, they were in the kitchen. She rounds the corner ready to fire her weapon when she pauses at the sight of cool, calm amber eyes staring back at her.

They stare at each other for a few minutes. Amber eyes locked with Lilac, before finally Yang lowers her weapon and starts to rub the back of her head with a sheepish smile on her face, "Sorry, thought there was a burglar or something."

The faunas' head tilts to the side, showing just how adorable she really was, causing Yang to try and fight down a blush. "You aren't mad that I am not in my room, waiting for orders?"

Yang, once again, finds a frown on her face. It's been happening a lot lately. Ever since she decided to get a slave. Weiss had suggested she get one to help around the house since she was always out on hunts and barely has enough time to really keep the place up in maintenance. Of course now she was told by Ozpin to take a small break from hunts for awhile. But, that doesn't really matter at the moment. Right now, what matters is the fact that this Faunas girl really doesn't know how to be treated like a normal person. So, Yang being Yang, she answers like she would if Blake was one of her close friends, "No, you are allowed to leave the room when ever you want. This is technically your home now. The only place I would like you to stay away from it my room, unless I give you permission other wise."

Yeah, Yang had learned how to talk to Blake within the past few days. Every time she didn't sound like a master, Blake would give her some sarcastic remark or something that would really catch the Blonde off guard. So, Yang had to learn how to be friendly but still hold an air of command. Other wise she would be embarrassed every time she talked to the Faunas.

Blake frowns at the Blonde's answer, but doesn't reply. Instead she goes back to whatever she was doing. Yang look around her kitchen to find every single dish and utensil she had out and all over the place. _'The hell?'_ Yang asks herself before turning her attention back to the Faunas girl who was currently separating the tuber-wares in groups of threes; Large, medium and small. "Um, what are you doing?"

"Organizing." One word again. Can she at least try to hold a conversation?

"Why?"

Blake gives an exasperated sigh, "I noticed the first day I was here that it was really unorganized. So I decided to take it upon myself to organize it for you." She looks up at Yang, "Especially if you want me to start cooking for you. I seriously don't want to have to spend another thirty minutes trying to find where everything is again."

Yang gives her a smirk, "Oh, Kitten has claws." Blake's hint of amusement suddenly vanishes as she goes back to that deadpan stare. Yang sighs, "I don't have anything for you right now." Yang places her left fist on her hip and leans a bit that way as she thinks. "Of course, I do have to work in the garden today." She mentions off hand and a smirk starts to crawl its way across her features once Blake's head snaps up at the thought of going outside.

Of course, by then Blake's eyes finally fell on Yang's right arm. She was so busy staring at Yang's eyes earlier that she didn't bother to really notice anything else. The Huntress knew where her eyes were staring and she was trying really hard to ignore the curiosity on her face. In her hurry to try and catch the invisible burglar, Yang had forgotten that she was wearing her normal yellow tank-top with her short-shorts, leaving her right arm on full display for anyone that could see her.

Blake opens her mouth – most likely to ask what had happened – but Yang interrupts her, "When it hits about noon I'll come and get you to work in the garden. You can continue with what you are doing in the mean time." The Blonde then swiftly leaves the kitchen, dashing upstairs before the Faunas girl could really say anything.

Once behind her bedroom door, the Huntress lets out a shuddering breath. It was there, that look that every one would get when they get a good look at her right arm. That emotion they all try to hide. Sympathy. She was pretty sure Blake would deny it with her whole being if Yang was to ask her, but she didn't have to. Yang was so used to that look.

It doesn't bother her as much as it used to, but she didn't expect to see it come from a Faunas. Most of them just smirk with that knowing smile. All of them knowing who had done it to her. But Blake...

_'She's different.'_

Yang shakes her head and slides down the door to sit on the floor. A hand going up to cover one of her eyes as she tries to focus on the floor. Blake is different. She is the right hand to the leader of the White Fang. The Blonde specifically picked her because of that. She wanted to see what type of person stands by and lets someone cause such destruction and mayhem. What she didn't expect was a scared woman who hates humanity for what they have done to her kind, but actually cares a lot about every one.

_'Maybe it's just because I'm kind to her...'_

That wasn't the plan at first. She wanted, no _needed _to make the Faunas girl feel some type of pain. To make her realize what the White Fang had her through. That all went out the window once she laid eyes on the petite form. Images of that day fills her mind.

* * *

><p><em>Yang was flirting with the guard behind the counter. She saw how he was looking at her form like she was a piece of meat and decided to play around a bit. It's been awhile since she had any fun teasing a guy with her looks. Yang presses her body up against the counter, leaning over just enough to have her breasts prop up just enough for him to get a good view. She smirks at how he has to make a visible effort to not stare at them.<em>

_That is when the back door opens with her new slave right behind a guard. _'Only one guard?' _she thinks to herself as she studies the faunas presented to her. Yang already knew who she was, after all you don't ever get her without knowing her name – and without enough money. _

_Blake Belladonna._

* * *

><p>Yang shakes her head, clearing her thoughts. It isn't exactly a bad memory, but it did bring up more painful memories which she tries to suppress. The Huntress lurches forward in a smooth movement to stand back up on her feet. She walks over to her dresser and starts to pull out some clothes for her to wear today.<p>

A pair of jeans and her normal yellow crop-top is what she decides to go with for the day. After messing around with her hair for little bit, she grabs her black gloves on her side table ad slide them on before grabbing her trench coat and head back downstairs.

_'Time to get to work.'_

* * *

><p><em>Author's note: Here is the next chapter. I did it through Yang's eyes this time because the last two were Blake's. I want to explain everything from the both of them. I hope you all enjoyed this chapter. Please leave a review and I'll see you guys next time!<em>


End file.
